C5675 et ipſum 


+. * 


| Ludere, que vellem, calamo permiſit agreſti.— 
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KIMBOLTON PARK. 


ry HY Park, Kimbolton! and furrounding ſhade, 

FT For rural love and contemplation made, 

Invite my ſong. Ye Sylvans ! haunt your bowers ! 

Waft round your ſweets! and open all your flowers! 
And thou, who ſhut'ſt not to the ſuppliant's prayer, 

Nor to the aid-imploring voice thine ear, 

Do thou, O MANCHESTER |! protect the ſong ; 

The Muſe's care does to the learn'd belong : 

Grateful alike Muſe, Subject, Author, bow, 

And hail the ſource whence all their pleaſures flow. 

Theſe plains that annual pour their ſweets for thee, 

(Thanks to thy bounty) yield a part to me : 

And Eaſe, fair Virtue's, and the Poet's friend, 


Through your indulgence, on my ſteps attend. 
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Impervious to the ſun's moſt potent ray 
Yon lofty elms their arched heads diſplay ; 
From far the traveller ſees their ſummit riſe, 
Scarce half diſtinguiſh'd from the neighb'ring ſkies ; 
But oft ſurveying as he onward goes, 
Greener and fairer ſtill the object grows; 


Till underneath their ſhade at eaſe reclin'd 


He leaves the labour of the day behind ; 


Soft breezes cool him from ſurrounding bowers, 


And Nature bland her gay profuſion pours. 
So they who dauntleſs plow the dang*rons main, 
(What will not daring man attempt for gain ?) 
At early dawn, from top-maſt-head eſpie 
A riſing vapour in the bord'ring ſkie ; 
Ere day's mid courſe, that vapour oft they find 


A royal navy, hov'ring in the wind : 


Yards, fails, and ſtreamers croud the whiſp'ring air, 


And all the glories of the deep appear. 
Nor leſs impervious that extended ſhade 
By rev'rend oaks, the growth of ages, made; 


„ 

Save where wide avenues that ſhade divide, 
And ſhew the woodland in its utmoſt pride. 
Here let the huntſman wind the echoing horn, 
Cheer his ſwift ſteed, and wake the roſy morn 
Let dogs and men in noiſy concert join, 
And ſportſmen call the harmony divine : 
The Muſe delights not, fond of penſive eaſe, 
In diſſipation, or purſuits like theſe. 

And thou, ſweet Thruſh! prolong thy am'rous tale, 
Let thy love-burthen'd ſong delight the vale! 
No leaden death 1 bring, no toils for thee, 
Sing on, and ſoothe thy feather'd progeny. 
Come! peaceful Precepts ! of the Samian Sage, 
Unbend the bow, and curb an iron age! 
Whatever laws ſhort- ſighted man may make, 
Who cannot give, can have no power to take : 
He, and he only, who could life beſtow, 
May call his bleſſing from the realms below. 

Let ſhaggy bears, that proul Moſcovia's ſhore, 
Stain their fierce claws, or dip their tongue in gore; 

8 This 


333 


— 
- 4 * r 
* 1 %s * of * +, ES GIN. att 8 * * „ 
„ 
Yew ears —„—: —⁊— —— —— yr - - 


. 


This does not equal human beaſts of prey, 
What they for hunger, we for pleaſure ſlay. 
Nor is this thirſt of blood to man confin'd ; 
See 8 a favage of the fairer kind! 
malen me You! whoſe nobler tears can flow 


For ought that ſuffers miſery below ; 


Who ſhrink to rob the inſect of its hour, 


Or bruiſe its offspring in the opening flower :- 
Your form, your fears were by great Heaven deſign'd 


At once to charm and humanize mankind. 


When Nature tar trom ner Creator iprung, 
And wond' ring angels hallelujahs ſung, 
The ſylvan ſcene, bleſt ſeat! to man was given, 
The richeſt bounty of indulgent Heaven. 

To Peace then ſacred be the ſhady grove ! 

Be there no murmurs heard TO but thoſe of love : 
Love, fled from noiſe and cities, haunts the glade, 
The falling fountains, and the filent ſhade, 

Inſpires each warbling ſongſter in the bower, 


Breathes in each gale, and bloſſonis in each flower. 
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When ev'ry object thus their charms combine, 
What boſom can reſiſt the power divine? 
Too feeble that, which now the Muſe inſpires, 
And, with her own, admits {till warmer fires. 
Here, here I felt the ſoft infection riſe, 
E Pant at the breaſt, and languith in the eyes, 


When Mira to my humble cot was led, 


Love's willing victim, to an huſband's bed; 


And now ſtill feel, in ſmoother channels, run 
Thoſe ſtreams, that rapid paſſion firſt begun: 


Eſteem, affection, triendſhip neter decline: 


Nor are her virtues leſs for being mine. 


Let Rome her fetter'd monks to cells withdraw, 


And force her own againſt great Nature's law : 


Drag blooming virgins uſeleſs from mankind, 


And give to luſt, what was for love defign'd : 
Tis mine to tread on Albion's bliſsful ſhore, 


Where ſinful celibacy binds no more. 


Nou ſultry Phoebus, far from Thetis* bed 
Darts his fierce rays reſiſtleſs o'er my head. 
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1 Slow through yon walk oft- winding let me rove, 


And wander deep within the ſilent grove ! 
Or, if too potent there his beams invade, 1 
Oh! let me tread thoſe limes more cooling ſhade! 


That ſhade which ſhall your kind protection gain, 


1 And Brown himſelf provoke the axe in vain. 


| In milder climes, and bleſt with cloudleſs ſkies, 
Let ſlender domes on hills unſhelter'd riſe, | 


Where conſtant ſeaſons glad the neighb'ring plains, 


And Phoebus holds, not Phaeton, the reins. | 
But where loud waves oft vex The ſea-girt ſhore, | 


And ſudden tempeſts, unexpected, roar : 
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|, Where rough December, envious of her power, 


From gentle May oft plucks the tender flower : 


Where cleareſt morn to cloudy noon gives way, 


And ſtormy eve excludes the hopetul day : 


Where o'er the vaſt Atlantic vapours roll, 


Or frozen fogs dark iſſue from the pole, 


here the firm building aſks the planter's aid, 


From ſtorms a ſhelter, and from heat a ſhade.” 
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In gard'ning great th' improvement of the age, 


Clipt yews, cut out in Magogs, quit the ſtage ; 
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Half murder'd hollies meet with one wound more, 


And claſping ivy leaves the loaded door. 
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But yet the axe may drive the edge too far: 


2 


Brown not with nature, yet with elimes may war: 


| Uſe or convenience oft put in their claim, 8 


| « And riſe to faults good judges dare not blame; 


| Nor can true taſte and elegance reſide 


Where order and gradation are deny'd. 


|; By walls immnrd, ar loſt within a wood 


| The cloiſter'd manſions of our fathers ſtood : 


They ſought protection from the dog-ſtar's heat, ; | 


And heard, tho' felt not, the rude tempeſt beat: 
But damps pervaded oft the gloomy hall, 
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| at green-grown mould defac'd the ne 1 1 


Fond of extremes, (and wiſer ſure than they !) 


We drive walls, trees, damps, arms, and all away : 
3 


: Yield ſtill too far to every thing that's new, 
Nor dare to keep the golden mean in view. 
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But ſee! the ſun the ſteep of heaven deſcends, 9 


And yon kind cloud her golden curtain lends: ; 
Let me, ye Walks! your flow'ry maze purſue, 


And on one plain the world's whole tribute view. 
That tribute, Commerce, which we owe to thee, 
As thou we owe to godlike Liberty. 

Here ſpicy ſhrubs, the growth of Afric, bloom, 
And ancient Aſia breathes her ſweet perfume : 
Columbean wilds their later treaſures yield, 

And Britiſh roſes mow the flow'ry field. 

AuTHnoR or Goon | how are thy hleſſings ſhed! 
On man's, on thereby man's, much honour'd head ! 
From glowing India to the frozen pole, 

Thy providence ſupplies, protects the whole: 

Nor are thy gifts at random thrown abroad, 

Or undiſtinguiſh'd carelefly beſtow'd ; 

For, whilſt the whole in gen'ral bleſſings ſhare, 
Each part partakes thy more peculiar care: 
Von ſpreading fig, that firſt from India came, 
Stretch'd broad her leaves to cool the ſun- burnt dame: 
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Soft cypreſs riſes on the Paphian, plain, 

To ſoothe the grief of ſome forſaken ſwain: 

In cold Norwegia lofty pines ariſe, 

A kind protection from the northern tkies : 

And various realms this one grand truth declare, 

| Who feels th' extremes of Nature, feels her care: 
E'en winter ſtern, and angry tempeſts bring 

Their ſecret treaſures to the fruitful ſpring 37 

Pour foſt ring ſtores into the weary earth, 


And call more gay reviving Nature forth. 
H ail! — ſcaſon health roſtoring Power ! 


That cheer'ſt the waſte, and cloath'ſt the roſeat bower, 
| That bid'ſt gay Nature all her ſweets diſplay, 

And on benighted nations pour the day : 

For thee the roſes bloom, the violets 2 

And yellow cowiſlips rear their bended head: 

Briſk through the thicket trips the ſpotted fawn, 
And ſportive lambs bound wanton on the lawn: 

| Thoſe oaks, the future ſov'reigns of the ſea, thee. 
Stretch wide their boughs, and clothe their heads for 
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Bloom freſh, ye ſacred Guardians of our iſle 
War's rage is o'er, and peace now deigns to ſmile: 
Here ſtand the graceful monarchs of the wood, 
Nor unprovok'd attempt the ſwelling flood: 
Remain ſecure as erſt when druids made 
Their ſongs divine beneath your rev'rend ſhade : 
But ſoon as jarring nations, faithleſs groan, 
Enrich'd with trade and commerce not their own, 
Shall baſely ſtrive thoſe honours to obtain 
By meaneſt arts, which courage ſought in vain, 
Then, then indignane quis the fertile ſhore, 

And bid the deep aſſiſt your thunder's roar. 

When hapleſs England felt a tyrant's ſway, 
And that fierce tyrant fell to luſt a prey, 

Here fill'd with grief an injur'd princeſs * fled , 
From ſhott-liv'd grandeur, and divided bed; 


* CATHERINE of Spain during the latter part of the time of the divorce re- 
tired to Kimbolton Caſtle, where ſhe died (it is e of grief for che 
cruel treatment ſhe received from HENRY VIII. h 
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Oppreſſion ſpread her horrors o'er the plain, 
And all thy ſweets, Kimbolton ! bloom'd in vain. 


For not the fragrant breath of roſy morn, 
Nor tuneful lark on riſing pinions borne, 
Nor all the verdure of the blooming ſpring, 
Can to the broken heart loſt pleaſure bring. 

In England then the ſons of freedom ſlept, 


And drooping virtue o'er their aſnes wept : 
In vain for right the royal ſtranger cry'd, 


That right his ſlaves enjoy'd her lord deny'd : 
Yon b grove oft heard her mournful tale, 
Her ſorrows ſpread along this filent vale ; 

Till Fate in pity call'd her to the ſhore, 


Where luſt and tyranny oppreſs no more. 


Thrice happy change ! where royal virtue griev'd, 
The aged and the orphan are reliev'd ; 
And thankful widows croud the open'd door, 
Where weeping majeſty complain'd before. 


O Britons ! (if to pagan powers ye bow) 
Be ſmiling Liberty ador'd by you! 
D Where 
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Where mad Oppreſſion waves her iron wand, 
There Truth and Juſtice quit the waſted land: 
But where the people feel a father's ſway, 
(As Rome felt nd Delany feels to-day) 
'There Juſtice equal with the Sov'reign reigns, 
And peace and plenty glad the ſmiling plains. 
When they, who govern with the govern'd join, 
And, without faction, all their force combine; 
Not the loud cannon, nor the ocean's roar, 9 
That beats with angry waves the ſounding ſhore, 
Can cruſh contending -hoſts, r awe them more. 
Thoſe laurels, -Granby ! that adorn thy brow, = 
Far from the muddy fount of faction 7-5 
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Fair Union gently rear'd the parent tree, 

That ſtretch'd ſo wide her boughs for Hawkeandthee. 
And thus united, ſubject of my lays ! L 

Thy ſons, Kimbolton! claim'd the patriot's praiſe, 

Who left their fields to guard the threat'ned ſhore,. 

Ere Eliot fought and Thurot was no more. 
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And tho? no annals to their race ſhall tell, 
What-numbers vanguiſh'd by their valour fell ; 
The ſoul reſglv'd that waited firm the foe, 
And in his boſom brav'd th* impending blow, 
Or conquer'd fot his native fields, or bled, 
Tho? no green laurels ſhade his honour'd head. 

But lo ! my Muſe! the humid drops deſcend, 
And parting ſhepherds to the hamlets tend, 
O] quit the taſk thoſe beauties to diſplay, 
That fairer ſpring with each returning day! 


So Reynolds thus, preſuming on his art 


To trace thoſe charms, my Lord! that win your heart, | 


Sees ſofter ſmiles whene'er he lifts his eye, 
| That bid him throw his baffled pencil by. 
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